Point A to Point... 


Gwen offered the newish Brittainy 
a ride to the off-site meeting. 


Ben from Accounting allowed 
in the back seat to play with 
his IPhone. 


The women chatted. 


And, then, the tone tightened... 
and they really argued. Quietly. 


Bitingly, though, towards the end. 
With more pauses. 

Both exhausted at destination. 

Ben felt pleasant enough; the women 
seemed to have some bug up their ass 


from somewhere. 


Who really cares? 


Men, anyway, must be barred from all 
such elaborate contexts. 


Almost everyone agrees that Society 
cannot rely on their wit alone! 


